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were back in the tossing ship, and sinking
beneath the fury of a blinding tempest. * Alas,
my Love/ he said to Deirdre, ' never more
shall we tread Irish ground. Never more shall
I go forth to battle. Lo, we sink within sight
of land; and against the demons of the waves
my sword can be of no avail. But the Gods
be thanked, we die together, my eternally
Beloved/ "

Mariota's voice trembled. " Then said
Deirdre, .* My Love, it is a spell. Awaken/
And the brothers said, cYea, there is neither
sea nor storm; awake from dreams. Let us
meet death with drawn swords/

" But so potent the cruel spell, that even
when the horde of slaves rushed in, and smote
and wounded mortally the gallant brethren,
yet was Deirdre's husband still powerless to
open his blinded eyes or stir his mighty sword
arm. And as he fell, transfixed by the slaves'
poisoned spears, he cried with a loud voice,
* Our ship is shattered; the waves draw us
down into the fathomless abyss. Alas, that I
shall never see the King IV

" And thus he died.

" Then the King came and gazed on the dead
bodies of the brethren; and an anguish of
repentance smote him, for he knew his name
would be dishonoured. Nevermore would
any trust his word, nor any gallant honourable
soldier fight beneath his banner/3

There   was   a   long   silence.     The   tears